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	1. Chapter 1

Chapter One:

September 28th was always a big ordeal with the Northwest family, even though Pacifica would rather it not be anymore. There were many things she'd love to do for her birthday, but being surrounded by a bunch of stuffy rich people she barely even knew was not one of them. Even after loosing the majority of their fortune, the Northwest family still filled a lavish lifestyle in the country club house they'd bought after they'd lost the manor. And, inevitably, Pacifica was still trapped under her parents' thumb.

So, though she wanted nothing to do with a lavish ball, she let her hairdresser pin up her hair without a word of protest. She stared at her reflection, bored, examining the four layers of make-up plastered on her face. She looked nice, as always, but the girdle she had on under her white and rhinestone party gown made her too uncomfortable to admire her appearance. She smoothed out the satin of her gown as she frowned in confusion. Her mother had always had a thing against white dresses; "only for babies and brides" she always said. Yet she insisted on Pacifica wearing said gown to tonight's ball, so she didn't argue or question. She'd learned years ago as a little girl what would happen if she showed even the slightest sign of rebellion.

"There we go," the hairdresser finally said as he stepped back to examine his work. "You look fabulous, hon!"

Pacifica looked herself over in the mirror one more time. "Thanks, Benny."

"Always a pleasure. Give me a ring for your next party!"

Pacifica grinned. "Always." She slipped her white gloves on up to her elbow, and put on her diamond choker, bracelet, and earrings before going downstairs to her parents.

Priscilla and Preston were busy micromanaging the décor, and table placements, and flower arrangements, and everything else when she came down.

"Mom? Dad?"

No answer, the older couple simply went about their business. Pacifica sighed and moved off to a corner to wait until one of the noticed. Minutes ticked by, and still not even a glance in her direction. Pacifica tugged her gloves higher up her arm, and picked fuzz off the fingers.

Priscilla finally noticed her daughter leaning against the wall.

"Pacifica!" she shouted, causing the young woman to jump. "Stop slouching, and straighten up!"

Pacifica quickly obligated, and shuffled to her mother's side. Priscilla looked her over, up and down, then twirled her finger to indicate Pacifica to turn. Pacifica obligated, and Priscilla nodded in approval.

"Lovely," she smiled. "Quite lovely."

Pacifica nodded and went back to her corner, but made sure not to slouch again, or suffer her mother's wrath again. She sighed again and began rocking on her heels as she glanced at the elaborate grandfather clock at the back of the room. 6 hours. All she had to do was last 6 hours and she'd be done with another lousy ball.

About an hour later, Pacifica was fake smiling, greeting gusts, and accepting birthday gifts, only to had them to a servant so they could be placed on a table.

"Announcing, Martin and Julia Stonebeau, and their son, Zachary Stonebeau."

Pacifica sighed as she put on her smile again, and held out her hand to the handsome, blond, young man in the white tux who was striding towards her.

"A pleasure to meet you, Mr. Stonebeau," Pacifica extended her hand to shake. To her shock, he turned her hand over and kissed it.

"An _absolute_ pleasure to meet you, beautiful," he replied. Pacifica felt her stomach turn over a little bit as she gently took her hand back.

"Well, I'm glad to here that," she answered awkwardly as she smoothed out some wrinkles in her dress.

"You look ravishing in white," Zachary commented, taking a few steps closer to her.

"Thank you," Pacifica whispered uncomfortably.

"I imagine you are an amazing dancer."

"I'm decent."

"Oh, I don't believe that," their foreheads were almost touching now. Pacifica glanced at her parents, hoping to get some support, but instead found that they were watching the two with keen interest. Almost too keen.

"Shall we find out?" Zachary offered his hand to her. Pacifica glanced at her parents again, begging for help, but instead her father just said:

"Go on, Pacifica."

Shocked by her parents apparent indifference, Pacifica felt a bit lost. Not knowing what else to do, Pacifica unhappily accepted Zachary had and let him lead her onto the dance floor. He gave her smile that made her skin crawl as he set his hand on her waist and they began to step in sway with the music.

"You are an amazing dancer," Zachary said after only a few steps.

"Thank you."

"I imagine you are better at many other things."

"You're too kind."

"Well, isn't it the man's job to compliment his woman?"

Pacifica's skin crawled again, and she felt a flicker of offense through her body. She gave Zachary a warning glare as she answered through clenched teeth;

"I'm not sure what you mean."

"Oh, come now, dearie, let's not play hard to get."

"I'm not playing hard to get," Pacifica answered as took a step back, still glaring at him. "I really don't know what you are talking about."

Zachary smiled again, and pulled her back into the dancing embrace. "Well, let me lay it out for you."

He twirled her as he began explaining.

"Have you ever heard of Eugenics?"

"Eugenics?"

"Eugenics is the idea that good blood can only come out of good blood."

"Good blood meaning…?"

"Respectable people. Successful people. The one percent."

"Us?" Pacifica inquired in a shaky voice, afraid of where this was going.

"Precisely," Zachary answered excitedly. "So, you see, the only way our people can survive is if we keep our bloodlines pure."

Pacifica pulled away again. "What are you suggesting?"

"Isn't it obvious?" Zachary grinned creepily as he bent down on one knee and pulled out a ring box. He opened it and took in a breath to speak.

"Pacifica-"

"No!" Pacifica felt sick. Cheap! Just a blood purifier? Was that all she was? She turned to storm off, but slammed into her father's arms.

"Now, now, honey," Preston said as he turned Pacifica around and pushed her back towards Zachary. "Let's not be hasty. Zachary is a good man from a good family, who has plenty of money to take care of us-I mean-you with."

"Wait," Pacifica felt her stomach dropped. "You knew about this?"

"Of course," Priscilla said as she walked up to her husband's side. "We told you you're birthday from us would be special."

"Birthday gift!?" Pacifica screeched. "An arranged marriage!?"

"We even helped him pick out the ring."

"You're impossible!" Pacifica shrieked as she broke free from her father and raced out of the ballroom, and up the stairs, into her room, her parents following after her.

"What the heck is wrong with you!?" Pacifica screamed when they were in her room. "You didn't even think about at least running this by me once before springing it on me?"

"We were afraid you'd say no," Priscilla explained.

"Well, you had good reason to be! Because I'm not marrying him!"

"Yes. You. Are." Preston ordered in a stony cold voice, his eyes ablaze with anger.

"I don't even know him!"

"He's rich, that's all you need to know."

"No, it's not!" Pacifica couldn't believe what she was hearing. Did they not care? Did they not want her to find love and be happy? Was money all they cared about?

"Pacifica Elise Northwest! We lost a good portion of a fortune in the weirdpocalypse, and we haven't been able to get back. This could be our chance."

"Not my problem!"

"Yes, it is your problem, because you are a part of this family!"

"Maybe I don't want to be anymore?"

_SMACK!_

Pacifica fell back against her bed, holding a gloved hand to her bloodied nose.

"Don't ever disrespect the Northwest family name like that ever again! Your little scene back there was bad enough, it's gonna take a while to remove that blemish from our reputation."

Pacifica choked back a sob. They didn't care! They were really doing this. They were throwing her away like a piece of furniture to regain their money and reputation.

"Now, you're going to back down there, and you're going to accept Zachary's proposal."

"No, I'm not!" Pacifica turned around and angrily faced her father. "I'm not going to-"

_SMACK! _Pacifica's head swirled as she tumbled off the bed and clutched her throbbing forehead.

"Oh, Preston. She can't go down now, she's bloodied the dress!"

Preston sighed. "I guess we'll just tell everyone she was taken off guard and needs to think things over. She'll accept the proposal in the morning." The two turned to walk off, when Pacifica jumped to her feet.

"I'm just now 18! I'm too young to marry!"

"Nonsense, you little brat!" Preston shouted. "Plenty of people get married at 18."

"But not me! I'm not ready!"

"Then get ready! And clean off that dress!"

Pacifica was shaking with anger and shock. "You hate me! I didn't want to believe it, but you do, you really hate me!"

"We're only doing what's best for you, sweetie," Priscilla answered.

"No, this is what's best for you!"

"ENOUGH!" Preston pushed Pacifica back, and she fell onto the bed and she flipped over and crashed into the floor on the other side. "Enjoy your last single night, you'll be an engaged woman tomorrow."

The door slammed shut as Pacifica clutched her head, trying to stop the swirling around in her brain from the thrashing around and gut-wrenching announcement she was being forced into an unwanted marriage.

"Come on," Pacifica though to her herself. "Think. Think. Think. There's got to be a way out of this."

Standing to her feet she took of her now red gloves and began undoing her dress. After she'd gotten it out she held it out and sated at it.

White.

"White is only for babies and brides."

Brides.

Her parents had bought this dress specifically to advertise her as a good marriage buy. They had dressed her up so they could sell her off like some work of art.

"Clean off that dress" her father had told her.

Rage boiling inside her, Pacifica flipped the gown over, grabbed either side of the skirt, and ripped the dress in half. She then used the white satin to wipe the blood off her face. Throwing the bloody gown out the window so it would litter the pristinely kept lawn, she slipped into her bathroom and turned on the shower, washing the stickiness of blood and tears away.

The weight of the night's news began to weigh on her as she leaned back against the shower wall. "There's got to be a way out of this."

Running her fingers through her soaked hair, she tried to think. There had to be somewhere she could go, or someone she could talk to that might have ideas. But who in this backwards town would-

Then it hit her, the story she'd read in the newspaper a few mornings back.

"Mabel Pines, one half of the daring Pines Mystery Twins Team, has moved to Gravity Falls permanently to set up the headquarters for her school supplies and children's clothing design company."

Mabel. Pacifica hadn't seen her in almost a year, and hadn't seen the other half of the Mystery Twins team, Dipper, in two years. But, if anyone could come up with a crazy solution to a crazy problem, it was the Pines.

Pacifica turned off the water, stepped out of the shower, and began to dry off. She didn't know where Mabel was staying, that was the problem. That old Mystery Shack was a good place to start looking, though. The Pines' old friend Soos Ramirez and his grandmother were still living there. They'd probably know where Mabel was at.

Slipping into some jeans and a hoodie, Pacifica climbed down the greenery under her window, a skill she'd mastered the minute they had moved into the Country Club House years ago so she could have a bit of fun every now and then without her parent's micromanagement.

Shivering in the cold, she began the short hike to the Mystery Shack.

**AN: Hi Guys! So, yeah, if you haven't guessed, this is five years later, and Mabel is getting ready to set up a Lisa Frank like company. I thought that would fit her best in the future, since she's a quirky creative person. As for Dipper, well if you read my Maury Show parody, you already know what he's doing. If not, you'll see next chapter. See you then! And "Stonebeau" is a parody of "Rockafeller." Stone=Rock Beau=Feller. Get it? No? *Ahem* Moving on.**


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter Two:

The looming shape of the Mystery Shack appeared in the night sky as Pacifica, shaking because of her wet hair in the nippy fall air. Picking up the pace, she rushed to the front door and knocked. Standing on the front porch, she could hear loud music, and saw the glowing light of the television through the window. The door creaked open, and a chuckling Soos opened the door.

"…you and me! Let's go!" someone yelled from inside the house as Soos laughed and turned to see who was at the door.

"Oh, hey, Pacifica," he said cheerily. "Come on in."

Pacifica stepped in, glad to be out of the biting autumn wind.

"The party that's way," Soos pointed to the indicated area. "I'll be in when I get the snacks."

Pacifica nodded and walked towards the living room. As she stepped in, she saw two older men sitting on the couch, cheering while Mable, clearly identifiable by her glitter-stained, custom made cardigan, and matching headband, playing a dance video game with a tall, lean young man. Soos grandmother and girlfriend, Melody, were sitting on the love seats, enjoying the antics. Pacifica smiled at the energized scene, momentarily forgetting her situation for a few moments. Soos came down the hall carrying a tray filled with junk food and sodas.

"Hey, dudes, look who came to visit!" he called as he patted Pacifica on the back and ushered into the room.

"Pacifica!" Mabel squealed as she tossed the remote aside, hitting her young dance partner in the face by accident, and tackled Pacifica in a bear hug.

"I missed your face!" she cried as the others gathered around her. She released Pacifica and then gasped in horror. "Oh my gosh, what happened to your face!"

The crazy, fun, energy of the room disappeared as Pacifica placed a hand to her face, wincing wen her fingers brushed the bruises.

"Wow. Didn't see that in the dark. What happened dude?" Soos asked.

"I…had a fight with my parents-"

"They hit you!?" Mabel gasped.

"Yeah," Pacifica nodded.

"What on earth were you fighting over?"

Pacifica sighed. "That's actually what I'm here for."

"Well, sit down, dude," Soos ushered Pacifica to the couch. "Real quick, you already know everyone here, but it's been a while. You already know Mabel. Here we have Stan and Ford."

Pacifica turned to the two elderly men who had previously been sitting on the couch, each extending a hand to shake.

"Good to see again, kid," Stan said.

"Pleasure to meet you again," Ford followed his brother.

"And then we have Melody," A pretty young woman with curly brown hair shook her hand.

"And this is mi Abuelita."

"I go to find tissues now," the elderly woman shuffled off down the hall.

"And, last but not least, we have-"

Pacifica turned to the last person in the room, the young man who had been dancing with Mabel. He was very tall, taller than everyone else in the room. He had a trim figure, with lean muscles peaking out from under his t-shirt, and swooping brown hair that partially covered a strange birthmark.

"Dipper?" Pacifica asked.

"Hey," the young man and question leaned down to give his old friend a hug.

"Oh, my, goodness!" Pacifica gasped. "You've grown!"

"You haven't," Dipper replied as Pacifica sat back down. "You look just like you did 2 years ago."

"Don't patronize me," Pacifica glared, she was self-conscious about how she still looked like a fourteen year old.

"I'm not," Dipper answered. "You look good. Aside from the bruises that is."

Pacifica hung her head. "Yeah, about those."

Everyone gathered around the couch as Pacifica began to speak.

"My parents are trying to force me to marry a man I've just met."

Mabel gasped in the most dramatic way possible. "Why would they do something so evil? WHY THE EVIL!"

"He's a rich guy, who can give my parents their wealth back. And…yeah, that's about it. So, I said no, and I got slapped around, and I'm gonna be engaged by tomorrow morning."

A foreboding silence fell over the room. Pacifica looked around at the faces surrounding her, all frowning in shock and pondering. Dipper began scratching the back of his head, his eyebrows pinching together, but not responding. Pacifica felt tears stinging her eyes.

"Guys, what do I do? I don't want to be married! I don't want to spend the rest of my life as some rich boy's pet! How do I-"

"Whoa, whoa, whoa," Dipper assured her. "We'll figure this out, just give us a minute to think."

Dipper plopped on the floor, propping his elbows on his knees so her could rest his chin in his hands. Everyone else around her pondered her ordeal. Pacifica drew her knees to her chest, thinking herself, just trying to find an escape.

"How old are you?" Dipper asked.

"18 today."

"Then it's simple," Dipper said standing up. "You run away."

Pacifica sniffed. "Where to?"

"With us."

"What?" both Stan and Ford asked.

"C'mon, guys, we've been saying we need another pair of hands for a while."

"Yeah, but we didn't mean hers," Stan exclaimed.

"Come on, Stan, if you could teach me, why can't you teach her?"

"Because you actually wanted to learn."

"How do you know she won't?"

"She's in the 1%, they never listen."

"Stan!"

"Hey, way not ask 1% girl in question?"

Dipper turned and looked to Pacifica to begin explaining. "Here's the thing. Stan, Ford, and I live on a boat, and travel around the world looking for paranormal creatures, evidence, etc. We've been looking for a fourth member to add to our team before we go to our next location in Mexico. Since we haven't filled the position, you can take it. So you'll run away with us to get away from your parents, and they can't force you into marriage."

Pacifica thought over the proposal. It would get her out of this situation. That's exactly what she came for.

"Hmm." Ford rubbed his chin. "That would solve the issue at hand. And I suppose anyone can learn to hunt the paranormal."

"Are you serious?" Stan asked.

"Come on, Stan, if we can become world renowned paranormal experts, why can't Pacifica."

"What part of being in the 1% do you not get?"

"So…" Pacifica cut in. "What would I be signing on for?"

"Well, you'd be living on the boat, hotels, and RV's. You won't be working a consistent schedule, and you'll run into all kids of creepy stuff," Dipper explained.

Pacifica gulped. That didn't sound too fun…

"But it's actually kind of fun once you get used to it. You'll get to see the world. We don't work consistent hours, but the work itself isn't so bad. And since we've got a University sponsoring us now, the pay is pretty decent."

Pacifica nodded.

"There will be a bit of red tape we'd have to jump through," Ford explained. "When you run away, inevitably your parents are going to report you missing. Now, since you're 18, they can't force you to come home, but you'll have to go to the police station and explain the situation so the Missing Persons case will be closed. But after that you'd be free."

Pacifica nodded again.

"Of course, it's up to you," Dipper continued. "It's a pretty big jump from where you are now, so if you-"

"I'll do it."

Dipper looked surprised. "What?"

"I'll do it," Pacifica nodded.

"Great," Stan murmured under his breath.

"Behave yourself!" Ford scolded. "Alright, I'll need to formulate a plan of action, shouldn't take more than an hour, give me a minute."

"Oh, here we go," Stan groaned. "Someone get me some earplugs so I don't have to listen to him mutter over all his overcomplicated equations!"

Pacifica smiled and nodded. She then stood up, and went out to the porch to wrap her mind around what she'd just signed onto. She was going to runaway. She was really going to runaway. Of course she'd thought about it before, there were very few people who hadn't thought about running away, but she was doing it for real. She was going to leave everything behind. She couldn't live on her parents. She'd have to work.

Work? As awful as it was, she hadn't worked a day in her life! She didn't know how to work. She'd have to learn for Stan, Ford, and Dipper. This was going to suck…but so would an unwanted marriage to a stranger.

The front door creaked open. Pacifica turned to find Dipper stepping out with a blanket in his hand.

"Here's, it's cold."

"Thanks," Pacifica wrapped the blanket around her shoulders.

"I'm sorry this is happening to you," Dipper said. "But we're gonna get you out of it, don't worry."

"Thank you," Pacifica said, turning to him. She had to remind herself to look up when she realized her original line of vision only reached his shoulder. "Really, thank you."

"Don't worry about it," Dipper shrugged.

Pacifica tightened the blanket around her shoulders, shivering, but not necessarily from the cold.

"This is crazy," Pacifica mumbled. "What we're doing."

"You came to the Pines, what did you expect?" Dipper smirked.

Pacifica chuckled nervously. "Yeah, I know."

"Hey," Dipper turned serious. "We'll take care of you. It'll be rough for a while, getting used to the travelling, paranormal investigator life, I won't lie. But Grunkle Stan, Grunkle Ford, and I, we'll take care of you. The minute you step foot on that boat, you're one of us."

Pacifica smiled. "Thank you so much, I don't know what I'd do now if it wasn't for you."

"Don't worry about it."

Pacifica leaned against the wall and stared up at the stars, Dipper standing next to her in silence.

"I really am crazy," she sighed.

"Welcome to the club."

They sat in silence a while longer, until Stan poked his head out the door.

"Hey, my control-freak brother has his game plan together, come and see it so he'll stop going on about it."

He closed the door and walked back in. Pacifica winced as the door banged shut.

"He doesn't sound too happy about me coming along."

"Eh, that's just Stan. You'll get used to him," Dipper held the door open for Pacifica, and then followed her inside.


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter Three:

Pacifica watched cautiously as a housekeeper passed by her in the hall. In order to pull this off, no one could be in the hall with her. Once the housekeeper had turned the corner, Pacifica glanced about one more time to make sure she was alone. She then opened the hallway closet and stepped in. She turned down the light and made her way to the safe in the back.

She pulled the special spray Ford had given her earlier. As she tried to pull it out, her massive engagement ring got caught on her pocket. Grumbling aggregately she unhooked herself. She gave three good shot of it on the number pad. She then pulled out a little flashlight and shined it on the pad. Fingerprints shined bright green under the light. Snapping a picture with her phone, she put the spray and flashlight away.

She peaked out of the cracks in the closet to make sure no one was coming down the hall and slipped out. Checking herself in a hallway mirror to make sure she looked normal, she moved to the living room where her parents were lounging about.

"I'm going out to pick up some more bridal magazines."

"Darling, haven't you bought enough magazines?" Priscilla asked.

Pacifica felt her heart skipped a beat, but she maintained a calm face, and shrugged nonchalantly. "I still haven't found anything I like yet."

Priscilla grinned. "So particular, you are. Alright, have fun."

Sighing in relief, Pacifica climbed into her car and went to the local supermarket. Since her parents had put a tracking app on her phone, she couldn't just go wherever she wanted. So the meet-up place for her and the Pines had become the supermarkets; the magazine rack to be precise. Trying to look nonchalant as possible, she picked up a bridal magazine and flipped through the pages.

"Mind if I squeeze past you," a familiar voice called as Ford pushed passed Pacifica and picked up a science magazine.

Both parties reading their respective pamphlets, Pacifica carefully slipped her phone with the picture pulled up into Ford's six fingers. Ford glanced at the picture a few times, then gave it back to her. He pulled out a note pad and pen, scribbled a number code on it. He slipped it into her pocket, never taking his eyes off his magazines.

"Make sure you test it as soon as possible, but don't take anything yet. You don't want to raise suspicion."

"Okay," Pacifica said as she took another magazine off the rack.

"I'll be back here tomorrow between 10 and 2 incase the code didn't work. If you don't show up, that will tell me I got it right."

Pacifica nodded again, flipping through just a regular magazine, deciding she could claim she was looking for color schemes. Setting it in the buggy with the other two, she pushed it towards check out.

One week after obtaining the code, Pacifica sat up in her room on her bed, twirling the gigantic ring on her finger with the name "Stonebeau" carved into the side.

Tonight. Tonight she'd get to take this ring off. Though it was very lavish, it wasn't pretty; Just one gigantic rock on a thin white gold band. It completely ate her hand, making it impossible for her to do anything.

A knock came at the door. Pacifica jumped, walked to the door, and opened it. A grinning Priscilla stood at the door.

"Get a good night sleep!" Priscilla grinned. "We're going wedding dress shopping tomorrow."

"I know," Pacifica grinned.

"Then get to bed," Priscilla patted the top of her head, and waltzed out. Pacifica watched her go, her heart tightening. Despite all of their differences, she was her mother, the one who had given birth to you.

"Love you," Pacifica called after her.

"You too," Priscilla yelled back as she dismounted the stairs. Pacifica listened to her mother's footsteps until they disappeared.

"I'm sorry," she whispered as she slipped back into her room and locked the door. She slipped in a sports bra, long-sleeve t-shirt, and sweat pants as she climbed under the blankets, remembering the advice Ford had given her the last time she'd spoken to him.

"Be sure to get some rest, you'll need it since you'll have a long night."

Pacifica set the alarm on her phone to 1:30 AM. Cutting out the lights she snuggled under the covers, but she couldn't shut her eyes. This was the last time she'd sleep in this bed. In this house. With her parents. In the home she'd had since she was 12. In the only life she'd ever known. In a few hours she'd be sleeping on a boat, on her new life. Despite her worries, somehow, someway, she fell asleep.

Beep! Beep! Beep!

Pacifica jumped out of her bed and cut off the alarm. She stared at her phone for a while, hesitating to lay it back down. It was silly really, after all it was just a phone, but it was still hard to leave. It was a needed sacrifice, though, she needed a new number so her parents couldn't find her in her new life.

Pacifica pulled out the list Ford had provided her with earlier. At this early hour no one would be awake, but she had to be quiet as to not to wake anyone. Pulling a flashlight out of her nightstand, and taking a pocket file out from under her bed. She snuck to the safe in the hallway, she punched in the code Ford had given her, and stepped inside.

Using the flashlight, she found a file cabinet drawer labeled "Pacifica." Pulling it open, she flipped through the papers, she pulled out files; her birth certificate, social security card, high school diploma, passport, and a folder labeled "Medical." She slipped all of the papers into her pocket file, closed the file cabinet and the safe door back. She snuck back to her room, and placed the pocket folder into a backpack.

She then quietly moved to dresser, and began to pull out seven summer outfits, and seven winter outfits. They were specific, jeans, t-shirts, and sweaters. Work clothes. It took her a while to find such clothes in the lavish wardrobe of brand names she had been drowned in her whole life, but she somehow did. She then placed a pair of hiking boots she'd only worn once on a family vacation, but now they'd become useful. She stuffed underwear, a pair of flip-flops, a bathing suit, and socks into the backpack, along with three sheet sets, a winter coat, and whatever hoodies would fit into the backpack.

She zipped up the backpack, slipped on her tennis shoes, and swung the backpack on her back. She climbed out the window and made her way down to the lawn. Glancing about to make sure she hadn't been caught, she rushed off the property and onto the road leading to downtown Gravity Falls. The cold, early morning air nipped at what little skin was exposed as she made her march to Lazy Susan's Diner, the only 24 hours joint in the town. Fear gripped her entire body as she picked up the pace, afraid she'd change her mind if she took long making it to the diner.

_This is the only way out,_ she reminded herself. _Finally make a decision for yourself instead of being scared of your parents!_

The eerily darkened Main Street only added to her shaking as she followed the glowing light of Lazy Susan's and opened the door. The three Pines men were already waiting for her, sipping coffee and eating pie. At the sound of the bell ringing, they all turned.

"'Bout time!" Stan exclaimed. "We were wondering if you were going to make it."

Dipper stood up and walked towards her. "You doing alright?"

Pacifica nodded. "As I'll ever be."

Dipper smiled comfortingly at her and set a hand on her shoulder. "You want a bite to eat before we head out?"

"No, let's get out of here before someone catches on!"

"Alright, alright," Dipper patted her shoulder, before turning towards the two older men. "Grunkles?"

Ford and Stan stood up, and began to make their way to the door. Stan stopped by the front counter, and slipped a couple of twenties to Lazy Susan who was wiping the counter down.

"Remember, Doll, not a word," he winked at her.

"You got it, handsome!" The waitress grinned, before setting up a coffee pot. Pacifica took a deep breath as she stepped out of the diner and followed the three men to Stan's old station wagon.

_No going back now, _she thought to herself as she slipped into the back seat with Dipper and they began driving off.

"You doing alright?" Dipper asked.

Pacifica nodded, too many thoughts floating around her head as she hugged her backpack to her chest.

"You sure?"

She nodded again. Dipper set another comforting hand on her shoulder.

"Hey, you're doing the right thing."

"I know," Pacifica finally whispered.

"It's okay to be scared."

"Northwests don't get scared," Pacifica sniffed.

"Keep telling yourself that, kid," Stan sneered from the driver's seat.

"Fear is a natural human response, Pacifica," Ford added. "There's no reason to be ashamed of it."

Pacifica hugged her backpack tighter. What did they know? She was leaving everything she'd ever known behind, and all they wanted to do was talk about feelings. She didn't have any feelings. She just wanted to get on that boat…but at the same time she didn't. She was…she was…

"Well, maybe I'm a little scared."

Dipper gave her shoulder a soft squeeze. "It's alright. I know this is difficult, but you'll be okay."

"We're here!" Stan announced as he parked the car. Pacifica slid out of the backseat and onto the Gravity Falls dock. Soos and Melody were waiting by Soos' truck near the docks. At seeing the three Pines men and Pacifica, Soos began to walk towards them. Stan tossed him the keys to the station wagon.

"You know the drill, don't wreck her!"

"Sure thing, Mr. Pines," the two men hugged, and Soos moved to also hug Ford and Dipper. He stopped in front of Pacifica and put his hands on her shoulders.

"Keep your chin up, dude. You're in good hands." He squeezed her in a bone-crushing hug, then waved as he slipped into the station wagon, and drove off, Melody driving the truck behind him. Pacifica watched them drive off, and her stomach dropped.

_No turning back._

"Come on, kid, time to move in," Stan called as he hopped onto the boat, and put down the walk-ramp. It looked a lot better than she expected. Granted, it was no cruise ship, but seemed to be a sturdy yacht. She stopped just before the ramp, and took a deep breath, before taking her first step.

Ford and Dipper followed her, Dipper pulled the ramp off as Stan turned on the engine and sailed off.

Pacifica's insides turned numb as she set her backpack down, and watched the Gravity Falls dock disappear as the Stan-o-War sailed off down the river, towards the ocean.

Dipper's hand landed on her shoulder for the third time that night. "Hey, let me show you your room."

Pacifica picked her backpack back up and followed Dipper into the interior part of the main deck. They walked through a living area with two couches and a flat-screen TV and coffee table. Passing by a kitchen into a dining area, and down a staircase to the lower deck. It was pitch black below deck, until Dipper turned on a dim light to reveal a narrow hallway that resembled something out of a horror movie. Pacifica shivered at the sight. Dipper slipped the backpack off Pacifica's back, and hung it over his arm as he pointed over his shoulder.

"That's Stan's room," he said as he began to walk Pacifica down the hall. "Ford's is at the other end of the hall. This," Dipper stopped where two doors in the middle of the hall faced across from one another, and patted on door that had a Ghost Harassers poster on the front of it.

"This is my room, and this," Dipper opened the door across from his. "This is yours."

Dipper pushed the door open, and then stood back and motioned for Pacifica to go in first. Pacifica stepped in, it was less than half the size of her old room. There was one twin sized bed, a nightstand, and a dresser. The walls and floors were white, and a plain black bedspread. It was very sterile looking, and it made her feel cold somehow.

"Here you have a closet," Dipper opened the indicated door. "And a bathroom with a shower, and a great view of, well, mostly sea foam," Dipper patted the porthole. "It's not a 5-star hotel, but it's warm and dry…for the most part. I know its plain now, but we can spruce it up later."

Pacifica gave a small smile and nodded.

"You saw the kitchen, dining, and living coming down. The office is behind the dining area. It's got all our notes, cameras, and other equipment. The outside main deck has an outside eating area, and the sun deck has an outdoor lounge, and the control room, and a jet-ski. There's also a cabinet where we keep all the scuba and swim gear."

Pacifica nodded again, smiling some more.

"So, that's pretty much the tour, is there anything else…oh, yeah!" Dipper moved to the nightstand and opened the draw. "Here's your new phone." He pulled it out and handed it to her. "Sorry, it's an edition lower than your old one was, but it's all we could get on short notice."

Pacifica took it. It was an older edition, but it was in her favorite color, pink. She gave a small smirk.

"Well, at least you got the color right," she sniffed.

"Sure thing," Dipper said. "You need anything else?"

Pacifica shook her head. "No, I just wanna sleep now."

"Okay," Dipper set her backpack by the door and stepped towards the hall. "Welcome to the team," he said as he closed the door behind him.

Pacifica stood still, alone in the room, as she thought over everything. She did it. She really did it. She'd just walked away from everything and into a strange world she had no understanding of. The weight of what she'd just done fell on her and she felt utterly, and totally exhausted. Dropping to her knees, she opened her backpack and pulled out a set of sheets. Pulling back the bedspread, unfolded the sheet and stared at it.

So, just put the corners over the corners of the bed, seemed easy enough. Pacifica set one corner in place, then moved to set another corner. The first corner popped off. Pacifica put it back, then moved to set the second one in place. The same thing happened. Pacifica frowned, and tried to do the other end. The same thing happened. Pacifica growled, this wasn't getting off to a good start. Frustrated, she tossed the sheet aside and just collapsed on the bed. She pulled the covers over herself and buried her face in the pillow. Tears began to sting the corner of her eyes, but she wasn't entirely sure why. Yeah, she was, but she didn't want to face it. Not now. She blinked them back, and collapsed into a deep sleep.
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Pacifica opened her eyes as her head spun. She frowned, confused as she sat up and found herself in a strange room with whit walls, white floors, and a small, circular, window that stared into water. The events of earlier that morning flooded back as she groaned and collapsed against the bed, that was scratchy because there was no sheet on it.

"What am I doing?" she groaned as she ran a hand over her face. Staring at the ceiling as she felt the boat swaying back and forth in the river, or ocean, wherever they were. Pushing the blankets back she slipped out of the bed, swaying a bit as she tried to gain her balance on the rocking boat. Having gained her footing, she made her way to the bathroom. There was a shower, a toilet, and sink, and a window cabinet above the sink. Making her way to the sink she looked at herself in the mirror, and shuddered. She looked awful; blotchy skin, bags under the eyes, a line of dried drool on her chin. Opening the cabinet, she found a toothbrush, some toothpaste, floss, razors, a can of shaving cream ( the wrong place, Pacifica sniffed as she remembered she was the only woman on the ship), wet wipes, a hair brush, a clear plastic bag of ponytail-holders, a stack of wash rags, two large boxes of feminine supplies (Pacifica DEARLY hoped either Melody or Mabel had bought those, and a gold, folder looking thing.

Curious, she took the folder out and opened it. It was make-up. It had a large circle of powder foundation and two medium circles of blush (one light pink, and one brighter shade of pink). Underneath the foundation and blush there were twelve colors of eye-shadow; green, blue, gray, red, black, purple, pink, brown, yellow, bronze, and two small circles of glitter (Pacifica began to believe that this palette had been bought by Mabel.) Underneath the eye shadow were six lip gloss colors ranging from pale pink to bright red.

Pacifica ran her hand over the side of the palette and found a tab. Tugging on it, she opened a small drawer that had a powder sponge, a tiny blush brush, three eye-shadow applicators, two gloss brushes, an eye-liner pencil, and two mascaras; one the regular black, and the other silver glitter (yup, Mabel.)

Pacifica looked the palette over again. It looked like it was a cheap make-up kit from a general department store, but it was something. Setting the pallet back, Pacifica took a wash rag, held it under the faucet, and turned the sink on. The water pressure was very weak, and it took a while to wet the rag. Grumbling after it had finished, she wiped her face down, the dried it off with another rag, brushed her hair, and did her make-up the best she could with the palette.

The foundation was slightly lighter than her skin tone, the lip-gloss took a while to smooth out, and the mascara was already clunky (and, despite the advertising, did have some glitter in it. This was SO Mabel's doing!) Examining herself in the mirror as she brushed her hair, she sighed. She looked decent, at least, but not exactly attractive. Putting the hair brush back, she went back to her room, took a fresh shirt and pair of jeans out of her back pack and changed. She then began to unpack her clothes and put them in the dressers. She took out the pocket folder. She was not sure what to do with the documents, and decided to find one of the three men on the ship to ask. Sliding her backpack under her bed, she opened the door and walked out.

It took her a while to remember which end of the hall the staircase was located at, but she found it and walked up into the dining area. There was nobody in it, but she could hear the sound of typing coming from behind the kitchen. Following the noise, she found a small door next to the refrigerator. Opening it, she found herself in a tiny office that had four desks crammed into it. One was starch clean, except for a couple of flower stickers decoration the sides, with one giant, cursive "P" sticker in the middle. Mable's handiwork no doubt.

Pacifica set a hand on the desk, knowing it was meant for her, and felt the corner of her mouth curl into a smile. The other three desk had all kinds of clutter, and Pacifica could tell from the mess which desk belonged to which man. The one with all the lady bobble-heads from various countries and vacation magazines was Stan's. The one piled with books (both regular and comic) was Dippers. And the last one with stacks upon stacks of charts and logs was Ford. Ford's desk was the easiest to figure out because the owner was seated in front of it, hurriedly typing on some laptop. Apparently that extra digit did come in handy every now and then.

"Ahem," Pacifica cleared her throat, and Ford turned to her.

"Oh, good morning, Pacifica."

"Morning, um, what am I supposed to do with-"

"Oh, put them in this safe," Ford turned his chair around and patted a safe between his and Stan's desks. Pacifica walked forward, and Ford pointed the a yellow sticker on the top of the safe.

"This is the code. And don't worry. I made this safe myself. It's fire, water, bullet, lightning, ghost, and gamma-ray proof. It's also got a GPS tracker installed it so we can always keep track of it, as well as an emergency lock-down function that can be activated by a simple text to the access code from any smartphone saying "danger.""

"Well, you're certainly prepared," Pacifica chuckled as she punched in the code, opened the safe, and slipped the pocket folder in.

"Have to be in this field," Ford answered as Pacifica closed the safe back up. She felt a pinch of nervousness creep into her stomach at Ford's comment, but shook it off.

"So, what's for breakfast?"

"Breakfast foods are on the top shelf of the cabinet next to the fridge, help yourself."

Pacifica slipped back into the kitchen and opened up the cabinet. She wasn't too impressed by what she saw.

"We've got cereal, pop-tarts, instant oatmeal, fruit, mini muffins, there's some toaster waffles in the freezer, and eggs in the fridge if you wanna cook those up. There should still be some coffee made unless Stan polished the last of it off if you want any of that. Dipper knows where all the fixings are. Stan and I just take ours black. Or, if you're not a coffee person, we've got milk and orange juice."

Pacifica found a box of strawberry pop-tarts that looked some-what appetizing and took a pack. She soon found the coffee pot, and there was about a cup left. She poured herself a glass, and began to look around for the cream and sugar. She wasn't able to find any creamers, but did find some sugar, and put about two spoon fulls in her cup.

"So, where are the others?"

"Dipper's probably reading in his room," Ford answered from the office. "No telling what Stan's up to, but he's probably on the sundeck lounge. Proceed that way with caution though, he likes to go in his boxers in the morning."

Pacifica shuddered at the thought of Stan sprawled out in nothing but undershorts, and instead took a seat at the dining room table to eat her meal.

"So, what are you up to?"

"Oh, just chatting with the Dean of Paranormal Studies and Lonegate University."

"Is that the university sponsoring you?"

"Yep, down in good ol' Maryland."

"What are you talking about?"

"Oh, just getting some last minute instructions before we head out to Mexico."

"What kind of instruction?"

"What sort of creatures they want us to find evidence for, and such. Oh, and by the way, there's a bit of paperwork we'll need you to fill out before you can officially be a part of the team."

Pacifica groaned. "How much."

"Unfortunately, quite a bit," Ford came out of the office with a folder overflowing with papers and set them on the table in front of her. Pacifica's eyes bulged at the sight.

"We're not going anywhere today, so, take you time," Ford said as he retreated back into the office.

Pacifica let her head smack into the table.

Four hours later Pacifica finished signing the last of the stack, and let out a sigh of relief. She began to make her way towards the office where Ford was still working, when she heard someone coming up the stairs. Dipper appeared in the living room wearing a tank-top and basketball shorts. Pacifica blinked when she saw him. Since when had he gotten such well-define biceps?

"Oh, hey, Pacifica," Dipper waved as he moved to the kitchen and began rummaging through the fridge and cabinets. Gathering up the documents, Pacifica headed towards the office. She handed them to Ford, and then turned to leave, but bumped into Dipper, who was now munching out of a bag of Cheetos.

"Oh, sorry," he said as he stepped aside and let her exit. Pacifica hustled past him and headed downstairs. She slipped into her room and lied down on the bed.

Now what? She just stared at the ceiling as the boat swayed back and forth, thinking over everything that had happened in the past 24 hours. Her hands stung from paper cuts, she'd felt dizzy all day because of the motion of the ship, and she still couldn't put a sheet on her bed, and she was hungry! Clutching her growling stomach, she got up again and headed back to the kitchen. She rummaged through the fridge and cabinets, looking for something edible. In the fridge, she found a microwave dinner of country-fried steak, and mashed potatoes. That sounded alright, and easy to fix. She followed the instructions on the box and set the appropriate time on the microwave, and waited.

"…so this is the route we're taking?"

"Yes, this is it."

"And what hotels will we be staying at?"

This caught Pacifica's attention and she stepped into the office.

"The Via del Palmar in Cancun is really nice. It's got big enough rooms for us all, with pools, and spas, and-"

"Yeah…" Dipper rubbed the back of his neck. "Pacifica, we're not going to Cancun. And…we can't afford hotels like that."

Pacifica hung her head, embarrassed. "Oh. Yes. Right."

Blushing, she began to shuffle out of the office. The microwave "dinged!" and she pulled her meal out of it. It was soggy, and bland, but she somehow managed to swallow it down. Gagging on the last few bites, she pushed the tray away and stood up. She leaned back in her chair and stared at the ceiling.

Of course they couldn't afford the Via del Palmar. She wasn't a rich girl anymore. She was a commoner now. Commoner. She wasn't sure she liked being "common." Though there were bad things about her life…_past_ life, she did like standing out. Well, "paranormal investigator" had a romantically adventurous sound to it…right…?

Pacifica sighed as she ran her fingers through her hair. She tried not to think about what kind of hotel they'd be staying at, she'd cross that bridge when she there. Besides, it couldn't be that bad…could it?

From inside the office, the phone rang.

"Hello?" Dipper asked. "Hey, Mabel…oh, they have?...Okay, we'll take care of it…Okay, bye."

Dipper stepped out into the dining room and sat down across from Pacifica.

"Your parents have filed the missing persons report."

Pacifica stiffened up. Here it was. The hard part.

"We're gonna go back now, we'll sneak you in, you go to the police station, and just say you aren't missing. You moved out, you're parents want to keep you there, they are abusing you, you don't want to press charges, you just want to close the case and be left in peace."

"What if they make me go home, or see-"

"They can't, you're an adult now."

Pacifica nodded. "Okay," she hugged herself and nodded again. "Okay."

Dipper set his hand on her shoulder and gave her a reassuring smile. Pacifica's attention was once more, however, drawn to his fit biceps. She gained control of herself quickly, though, and looked to him.

"You'll be okay," he assured her. "Just get it over with."

Pacifica nodded, and stood and went to her room to emotionally prepare herself.
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"Singing the driving song! Headlights are out! Can't really see where I'm going!"

"Remind me again why we let you drive?" Ford groaned as he listened to his brother's singing.

"'Cuz it's my car. My car, my rules."

"Tell that to the officer that'll pull you over for reckless driving!"

"You've seen the force in this town, you could convince them of anything. Heh! I even convinced them that I had a seeing-eye bear once!"

"A what?"

"Don't ask," Dipper mumbled as he leaned his head back against the headrest.

Pacifica barely listened to the three men's ramblings as she stared out the window, keeping her eyes pealed for anyone who might be out at 11:30 at night who might recognize her. Of course she was wearing a hoodie over her face, and it was dark, but she was still nervous. Her heart skipped several beats as they pulled into the police station, and Stan parked.

"Okay, here we are, doll, good luck. We'll be waiting out here for you."

"Wait, you're not going in with me?"

"Sorry kid. But if we go in there with you the cops might think we kidnapped you and are forcing you to do this. You have to go alone to show them this is your choice."

Pacifica let a small squeak of fear escape her throat, but quickly tried to cover it up by clearing her throat. Dipper caught on, however, and once more squeezed her shoulder in an assuring fashion.

"You'll be okay, just call us if you need us," he comforted her.

Pacifica nodded, took in a deep breath and stepped out of the car. She made her way into the station, opened the door. She glanced about until she found the front desk. Straightening herself, she waltzed up to the desk where a scrawny officer with a big nose was reading a newspaper…upside-down.

"Excuse me, sir, I need to close a missing person's case."

The officer looked up and, at seeing her, gasped and turned and yelled to the back of the station.

"Sheriff Blubs, it's the Northwest girl!"

A chubby sheriff with graying hair shuffled from the back hallway and chuckled at the sight of Pacifica.

"Well, lookee here. Pacifica Northwest in the flesh. What happened to you, girl? Your parents will sure be happy to see you."

"No!" Pacifica shouted, causing the two officers to jump. Pacifica took in a deep breath to calm herself before further explaining. "No, I don't want my parents to know where I am."

"Um, Miss Northwest…"

"I've begun a new life, and I would like to keep my parents out of it. I'm leaving Gravity Falls, and I don't want parents to know where I'm going. I simply want to close my missing person report and go about my business." A pause followed. Growing nervous, she decided to also add. "And I'm 18 so I'm legally allowed to do that."

After an incredibly awkward and long pause, Sheriff Blubs shrugged and replied, "Sounds good to me. Durland, go and close out the missing person's case."

"Righteeo, Sheriff Blubsee!" as Durland jetted off.

"Sure you don't wanna tell your parents nothing?"

Pacifica hung her head, thinking about what this would do to her parents. Of course, she had no choice, and this was kind of her parents' fault, but this would still break their hearts. Should she…

"No," Pacifica finally answered. "Just give them this," she tugged the gigantic engagement ring off her finger and set it on the counter. "Tell them I'm sorry it had to be this way, but that I'm safe and happy, and that they need to go on with their lives."

The sheriff took the ring, staring at it. He looked up at her, confused, but nodded. "Alright, good luck to you, girl."

Pacifica smiled and nodded, then turned and walked out of the station. She slipped into the backseat and closed the door behind her.

"Done," she announced as she buckled herself in. "Lets go."

"Alrighty, off to sunny Mexico!" Stan cheered as he sped off, crashing into a trash bin and sending it flying. Pacifica squealed and ducked, though no impact ever came.

"Dad-Gum you, Stan Pines!" Durland screamed from the window as they turned onto the road.

"You know we're going to Mexico to work not drink tropical drinks on beaches with attractive young women, don't you Stanley?" Ford asked as they sped into the night.

"Speak for yourself, bro! I'm taking at least a week of personal days to enjoy myself."

"Oh, Stanley," Ford pinched the bridge of his nose.

Pacifica curled into a ball. Just get out. Just get out. Just get out. As they drove off through the trees, she saw the country mansion. Staring through it, she could see that her bedroom light was turned on, and several cars cluttering the driveway. It must be a search party looking for her. Her heart ached.

"I'm sorry," she whispered under her breath, tears brimming her eyes.

"You okay?" Dipper asked.

Pacifica shook her head to clear her mind of its saddened state. "Of course, why wouldn't I be?"

Dipper touched her shoulder once again. "Well, this has to be hard for you."

Pacifica's lip trembled, but she straightened her shoulder and kept her chin lifted. "It's what had to be done."

"That doesn't make it any easier."

_And you're not helping any!_ Pacifica wanted to yell. Instead she curled herself back into a ball. "Let's just get back to the boat."

Pacifica rubbed the towel furiously over her damp hair as the Stan-o-War trudged its way to Mexico. From across the hall, she could hear Dipper talking on the phone to Mabel.

"Yes, yes, we'll be hunting the Chubacabras again…no I'm not bringing you back a baby one…your definition of cute and my definition of cute must be two entirely different things…yes, all babies are cute, unless they are chupacabras…Well how 'bout I let one chew on your leg and then you can tell me if you think they're cute…you want a what instead?..."

Hanging the towel on a hook on her bathroom door, she turned to stare at the still crumpled sheet on the floor. She sighed, aggravated, and picked it up. Once again she tried to put it into place, but the minute she got one corner fastened, the other one would pop off. Chucking the sheet to the side again, she decided to tackle the pillowcase. It didn't take her long to get it on, but it was all crooked and crinkled. Taking the pillow out, she tried again, only to have the same result. Sighing in defeat she tried the bed sheet again, but to no avail.

"Augh!" she cried, her eyes stinging with frustrated tears. "What the heck am I doing out here! I can't even make a bed! I'm completely useless on my own!" Fear and anger, guilt, and anger overtaking her, she kicked the door, then screeched in pain. Hopping on one foot, clutching her throbbing toes, she all but screamed from overwhelming helplessness. She stepped on the sheet, and slipped onto her but.

"Augh!" Pacifica clutched her throbbing butt and cried.

"Pacifica?"

Her stomach dropping, she curled herself into a ball and covered her face.

"Go ahead, tell me I'm being ridiculous and get it over with!"

Dipper's footsteps came closer to her. She laid there shaking, waiting for the reprimand. A touch came to her back. She winced, the relaxed when she realized he was rubbing her back.

"Hey, now," Dipper soothed. "You're not being ridiculous."

Pacifica didn't look up at him, just curled into a tighter ball.

"You wanna talk about it?"

"No," Pacifica sniffled. "I just wanna learn how to put on this stupid sheet so I can go to sleep!"

Dipper removed his hand from Pacifica's back. From her sobbing heap she could hear him walking about the room. Embarrassed that someone had seen her like this, she began taking deep breaths, trying to gain control of herself.

"Alright, done," Dipper finally declared. Pacifica sat up and saw that the bed was made. She gasped in shock.

"I…I didn't mean you had to do it. I mean, I could have figured it out. I just needed-"

Dipper walked over to her and held out his hand. "Just 'thank you' would work, you know?"

Pacifica took his hand and let him pull her up. She stared down at her toes that she was nervously digging into the floor. "Thank you. And…can you not tell the others that I can't put a sheet on a bed?"

"I don't see why they think you would. After all, you've had servants to do that for you your whole life, it makes sense that you wouldn't know."

Pacifica blushed a bit as she pushed her hair back. Oh gosh! Not only had he seen her ugly cry after failing to make a bed. But he saw her ugly cry with wet hair, no make-up, and in pajamas!

"Don't worry, though," Dipper continued, oblivious to her embarrassment. "I'll keep this our little secret."

"Erm…thanks," Pacifica crossed her arms, still embarrassed. "Can you, maybe, I don't know, teach me tomorrow?"

Dipper shrugged. "Sure. It's just going to be sailing tomorrow, so I won't have much else to do."

"Thanks," Pacifica grinned. "I'm…I'm gonna get some sleep now."

"Alright, well, if you need me you know where to find me," Dipper said as he walked back into the hallway, and closed the door behind him. "Good night, Pacifica."

Pacifica stood in the middle of her room for a while longer, trying to calm down and wrap her mind around what had just happened. He didn't have to do that for her. She was just being a big crybaby. After all, it was only a sheet, wasn't it? No. She knew it was more, and that the sheet was just the straw that broke the camel's back, but she didn't want to face it. Not yet. Crawling under the covers, she turned out the lights and tried to force herself to sleep.

"Hey, Mabel, sorry about that, I heard Pacifica crying so I decided to go check on her."

"Oh, poor thing!" Mabel sympathized on the other end of the line. "This had got to be a real shock for her. I mean it's not like she's just moving, she's changed her whole lifestyle!"

"Yeah, she's actually been doing a lot better than I thought she would, but it's still hard for her, I can tell. I just wish I could make it easier for her."

"Well, maybe you can-"

"Mabel, if you tell me to get her a baby chupacabra of megaladon, I will call Soos and tell him to throw a bucket of water balloons on your head."

"Hah! You know he wouldn't dare!"

"So, Candy."

Mabel gasped. "You monster!"

Dipper laughed.

"But, seriously, I was going to say maybe you could get her some luxury items."

"Luxury items?"

"Yeah, you know; jewelry, a nice dress, some fancy painting. She had to leave that all behind, and that's all she's ever known. I mean, leaving all your jewelry for a regular girl would be tough, much less a rich girl."

"Huh," Dipper scratched his head. "Didn't think of that."

"Well, of course you wouldn't. Guys don't have the womanly intuition to sense these kinds of things."

"Womanly intuition?"

"Oh, come on," Mabel sighed. "You know it's real."

"Whatever," Dipper answered back. "I'll se what I can do."

"Good. So, about my baby megaladon…?"

"Mabel..."
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Pacifica concentrated as she struggled with the sheet. She knew she could do it. She had done it about a week ago when Dipper first taught her how to make a bed. But since getting caught in a small storm (resulting in Pacifica getting a bit seasick) she had to make up her bed again. After a few moments of concentration, she got the sheet snuggly over the bed. "Alright, and there you go," Dipper encouraged as Pacifica finished putting the sheet snuggly over her bed.

She sighed proudly, and placed her hands on her hips as she looked over her work. "Huh. Not too shabby, huh?"

"Not bad at all, now on to lesson number two," Dipper said. "I told you it wouldn't take you that long. Now, on to your next lesson," Dipper picked up the sack of the dirty bedding in his hand, "laundry."

Pacifica sighed, and followed after him to the washer and dryer. Dipper set the bag on the ground and opened the washer.

"Step one, take the wet clothes out of the washer and put them in the dryer."

Pacifica sniffed. "I could have figured that one out on my own."

Dipper grinned at her. "Well, just want to cover my bases. Step two, but a dryer sheet into the dryer with the clothes."

"What does that do? Get rid of static, softens the clothes, and helps them smell good."

"Okay."

"Now, would you say this is a small, medium, or large load?"

"Um…medium?"

"Yup, so we turn the nob to large, close the dryer push the start button, and there we go! Now, for the washer, we first separate out the colors and the whites."

Pacifica gingerly picked up one of the messy sheets and set it in the "white pile," all while trying to keep herself from gagging during the whole sorting process.

"Alright, now we're going to put in the whites, put one scoop of laundry detergent, go ahead," Dipper held out the detergent, and let Pacifica put the scoop in the washer. "Good, now we close it up. Would you call that load large, medium, or small?"

"Large?"

"Sounds right to me, so we turn the nob to large, push the button, and done!"

Pacifica smiled at the humming of the machines. "Well, that's that," she sighed.

"Hey, Dipper!" Stan called from above deck. "We're almost in position, come on up!"

"We're in Mexico?" Pacifica asked excitedly.

"Not quite yet," Dipper answered. "We're just in the Gulf of California. But this is where our first hunt it taking place."

"That so?" Pacifica grew even more excited now. Adventure. This is what she had been promised in return for all the pain running away had caused her.

"So, what are we looking for?" She asked as she and Dipper climbed onto the main deck.

"So glad you asked," Ford called from the railing as he punched some calculations onto some device and wearing a black, rubber suit. "We are here to hunt for the Megaladon."

"Erm, Megaladon?"

"Yes, a species of giant shark that is believed to have gone extinct thousands of years ago. We, however, have reason to believe that they could still exist in the California Gulf."

"Giant prehistoric shark?"

"Yeah, check it out," Dipper took a wooden box off a shelf and opened it the reveal a case filled with several shark teeth including bull sharks, great white sharks, tiger sharks, and-

"Whoa!" Pacifica gasped. "That tooth is bigger than all the others combined!"

"Yeah, pretty cool right?" Dipper asked as he put the box back. "And we're gonna catch a video of one."

"How?"

"We're going diving!" Stan cheered as he came over from the other side of the deck dressed in full scuba diving gear.

"Nice!" Pacifica cheered. "Anyone want to help me put my stuff on?"

"Um…Pacifica?" Dipper rubbed the back of his neck. "Scuba diving isn't something you can just jump into, especially when monster hunting."

"So, I'm not going in?"

"Sorry, but, no."

"So you're just gonna leave me here?"

"Well…yeah…"

Pacifica stamped her foot and crossed her arms. "What happened to me being a part of the team, then?"

"You are a part of the team," Dipper assured her.

"Then why aren't you letting me join in the hunt?"

"Because you're-," Dipper explained.

"What? The token female? Too blond? Too dumb? Just a pretty face?"

"What? No! Not at all," Dipper quickly tried to explain.

"You know that the reason I agreed to go with you guys was because you'd actually let me, oh, I don't know, live my own life instead of telling me what I can and can't do?"

"Pacifica, that's not what this is at all, I swear!"

"So, what, you only brought me on this ship to be charitable."

"No, no, no, if you'd just listen-"

"Hmph!" Pacifica stormed below deck and shut herself in her room.

What did she expect? All anyone had ever done her life was take advantage of her. Why would the Pines be any different. Need a fourth set of hands her butt! They were probably getting slammed about lacking diversity because their team only comprised of white males and, seeing what kind of desperate straits she was in, decided to jump at the chance of an easy solution. They weren't going to treat her like a serious team member. The only reason Dipper was teaching her how to do all those chores was probably so she could become the Stan-o-War's live in maid.

From heiress to maid? Hah! Not if she could help it! Storming back up to the main deck, she looked around to make sure all of Pines men had already dived in. She then rummaged through the trunk of scuba supplies until she found a swimsuit that fit her. She then, with quite a bit of difficulty, strapped on an oxygen tank, swim mask, and flippers. Then she jumped in. The sharp pain of hitting the water shocked her, and the weight of the oxygen tank almost snapped her back. She almost spat her mouthpiece out trying to cry in pain, but kept it in.

No. No crying this time. She had to prove once and for all that she was an independent, capable, strong woman who didn't need to be, who wouldn't be controlled by anyone. Looking about, she began to swim, looking for a gigantic, prehistoric shark. On all sides she was surrounded by a mass of blue. It was beautiful and kind of relaxing in a way. As she looked about, she could see the three shapes of the Pines men swimming about. Hah! She'd show them. Motivated, she began to swim in their direction. Once she caught up they'd be sure to understand that she…

With no warning what so ever, Pacifica was pushed towards the bottom of the ocean. Shocked, she began to swim back up, but no matter how ferociously she paddled, the force of the ocean only pushed her deeper and deeper below.

Screams catching in throat, she continued to fight, but could feel panic overtaking her. Why wasn't swimming working? She had been the best member on her high school swim team! She should be better than this! But down was the only direction she was going in. Suddenly, her mouthpiece was torn from her mouth, and her goggles were knocked sideways. Reaching blindly, she tried desperately to find her mouthpiece, but to no avail. He lungs burned from a lack of oxygen, she was still going down, and she couldn't see.

This was it! This was how she was going to die.

Suddenly something grabbed her.

Great, now not only was she going to drown, she was going to be some sea creature's lunch! Fighting to get away, she found that she was loosing the energy and consciousness to resist anymore, and felt herself being dragged further down, but now at and angle.

As suddenly as it came, the force pushing her down disappeared, and the grip holding her began to drag her up. Pacifica turned to see what was going on, but she still couldn't see out of her crooked goggles, and the lack of oxygen was forcing her eyes to close. Blackness began to overtake her as her entire body grew numb. Within seconds, the world around her disappeared.

_SMACK!_

The impact of a hard, solid floor jolted Pacifica awake, even though she could move or open her eyes. She could vaguely hear someone yelling her name, and could feel herself being rolled over. Several harsh, forceful jolts crushed her chest, forcing her dead lungs to spring back to life and cough up whatever gunk they had in them.

Free to breathe, Pacifica gasped for as much air as she could take in and snapped her eyes open. Though her vision was still blurred, and the light burned her eyes, she could make out the shape of Dipper leaning over her. With gentle hands, he rolled her onto her left side. He gently tilted her head back, and set her right arm under it, then bent her left arm in front of her. He moved down to her legs, straightening the left out to align with her torso and bending the right to lie at a 90 degree angle in front of her.

Pacifica didn't fight him. She just let him move her however he pleased as she gasped for breath. Once he had finished putting her into the recovery position, he went back up to her face, and pushed her damp hair out of it.

"Pacifica, can you hear me?"

Pacifica slowly nodded.

"Does anything hurt?"

Pacifica thought for a while, trying to gage through her still haziness if she had hurt anything. Finally she shook her head. Dipper set a hand over one of her eyes, forcing it open. He shined a bright light into it, then did the same to the other, causing Pacifica to frown in displeasure.

"What's your name?" Dipper asked her as he took her left writs in his hand, and pressed his thumb against her vein, looking down at his watch. "Tell me your full name."

Pacifica frowned in confusion, but replied. "Pacifica Elise Northwest."

"How old are you?" Dipper didn't look up from his watch, and seemed to be counting to himself as he was ever so slightly bobbing his head in a strange rhythm.

"18."

"Where are you originally from?"

"Gravity Falls, Oregon."

"What month is it?"

"November?"

Dipper let go of her wrist, nodding in seemingly satisfaction, then turned back to Pacifica. "Can you sit up?"

Slowly Pacifica pushed herself into a sitting position, as Dipper hovered next to her, arms reaching out, ready to catch her if she fell. She didn't, though, and once she was seated, Dipper held up one finger right in front of her face.

"Follow my finger," he instructed as he began move it back and forth in front of her face. "Don't turn your head though, use your eyes."

She did, and after a while he stopped and held it at it original location.

"Reach out and touch it with your right pointer finger."

Pacifica did as he said.

"Now your left."

Once she had done that, Dipper slipped his hands under her right leg, one hand right in front of her knee, the other on her ankle. He moved his hands forwards and back, forcing her to bend her knee a few times.

"Point your foot for me," he instructed.

She did so.

"Now flex it."

She did that. Then they repeated the process with her left leg.

"I think you're okay," Dipper finally said, standing up and brushing his hands.

"Good," Pacifica turned and saw Stan and Ford standing near the railing. She hadn't realized that they had come back onboard until just then.

Stan suddenly charged towards her, hands clutched in fists, pushing right past Dipper.

"Then what were you thinking, you idiot!" he screamed. "Didn't we tell you to stay on the boat, you stupid blond!"

Pacifica flinched at the words as Ford raced up to his brother's side.

"Pacifica, what you did was extremely dangerous! You could have gotten yourself killed! Look at you, you don't even have your gear on correctly!"

Pacifica pulled her knees to her chest as she felt tears stinging the corners of her eyes.

"Pacifica, what were you thinking?" Ford asked.

"I just…I just wanted to prove I could do whatever you guys do."

"Well, you've certainly proved one thing," Ford said as he stood up and crossed his arms. "You've proved that you are reckless and have no clue how to scuba dive."

"I was on my swim team in high school, I though I could figure it out."

"Oh, for the love of-ergh!" Stan stormed off, tugging at his hair. Ford just continued to stare disappointedly at her.

"Well, did you figure it out?" he asked.

Pacifica hung her head. "No, sir."

"Pacifica, diving in the open ocean can be very dangerous. That down welling is just one of the many threats you have to look out for. Without proper instruction, you can easily be killed."

"I just…" Pacifica stammered, looking about for Dipper so her could help her. She found him leaning against the ship railing, watching on with an expression that clearly read "that's what you get for not listening" on his face.

"You just what?" Ford asked.

"I just…I just wanted you to take me seriously so you wouldn't treat me like some little…little…I don't know…"

"You want us to take you seriously?" Ford sighed. "Then when we give instruction and try to protect you, listen to us. We've been out here longer than you and we know what we're talking about. This isn't a game, Pacifica. This is dangerous work. You got lucky today, Dipper saw you getting sucked into the down welling and managed to get you out in time. Next time you might not be that lucky."

Pacifica sniffled.

"Now, go get dried off," Ford told her. "There'll be no more work today. I've got an accident report to write."

Pacifica laid her head on her knees as Ford stormed off.
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Chapter 7:

_Knock. Knock. Knock._

"Go away," Pacifica curled herself into a smaller ball underneath her blankets.

She could hear the door opening, and groaned. The last thing she needed was another lecture.

"Dinner's ready," Dipper called to her.

"Not hungry."

An uncomfortable pause followed. After a few moments, Pacifica heard Dipper's footsteps coming towards her, and he sat on the edge of the bed.

"Look, Pacifica, what you did today was pretty stupid, I'm not gonna lie. But you can't beat yourself up over it. Just learn from your mistake and move on."

Pacifica sniffled from under the blankets, and didn't come out.

"Hey, if you want, early tomorrow I can give you a scuba lesson."

"After today you want me to get back in the water?"

"Well, yeah," Dipper answered. "Just not by yourself until you know how to handle it out there."

Pacifica sighed, and rubbed the back of her hand against her tear-stained face.

"We're not gonna kick you off the team just because you made one stupid mistake," Dipper continued. "Not unless you keep making a habit of it."

"That's what I'm afraid of!" Pacifica screamed, as she grabbed her pillow and furiously threw it across the room, causing Dipper to jump.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, Pacifica, I was kidding!"

The distraught girl just collapsed against the mattress and let a small sob escape her.

"Hey," Dipper settled back down onto the bed and set a hand on her back. "No one is expecting you to figure this right away. This is-"

"Don't tell me what I should and should know!" Pacifica cried. "Don't tell me what you expect out of me! I'm tired of hearing that!"

"Okay, okay," Dipper took a step back. "I'm just saying, don't be so hard on yourself."

"Why not? Everyone else is!"

"Like who? Your parents?"

"Not just them! You, and your uncles! You expected me to just go along with whatever you said because you know better, and the minute I didn't, you hate me, and who knows what I'm gonna have to do in order to fix it."

"Pacifica, we don't hate you. We're just a little disappointed is all."

Pacifica didn't answer, she just leaded her face on her knees.

"And you do know we only told you to stay on the boat to protect you, not because we don't like you, or think you're capable or anything like that."

"Whatever."

"Look, if you're hungry there's chicken soup on the stove, come get some. Tomorrow, I'll wake you up bright and early we can begin our scuba lesson."

Pacifica sighed and covered herself in her blanket once more.

"Pacifica…"

Pacifica groaned as she felt someone shaking her shoulders.

"Pacifica, come on, time for your scuba lesson."

Pacifica groaned. "Can't it wait?"

"No," Dipper ripped the blanket off her, then screeched and tumble back when he saw that Pacifica was dressed in nothing but a t-shirt and panties.

"Oh my gosh!"

Pacifica screamed and pulled her blankets back over her.

"What are you doing!?" Dipper shouted as he turned his back and shielded his eyes.

"It's hot!" Pacifica answered. "What are you doing yanking my blankets off?"

"Well, I wasn't expecting you to be half naked! Again, what are you doing?"

"Can't I do whatever I want in the privacy of my own room?" Pacifica challenged.

"Privacy!?" Dipper shouted. "We're on a freaking boat! And you're the only woman on this boat, so, no, the rest of us aren't going to think and this stuff. AND! And, you knew I was coming to wake you up!"

"I didn't expect you to take off my blankets!"

"That's what you do when you wake someone up!"

"Augh! Just get out so I can change!"

Dipper raced out of the room, and slammed the door shut. Still blushing, Pacifica stepped out of her bed and got dressed.

"…okay, now that we're done with the final check," Dipper explained. "You're ready to roll in the water."

"Okay," Pacifica nodded.

"Now, we're just going to swim about for a little bit, and then we'll go back."

Pacifica nodded.

"Now, remember, there are sharks in this part of the ocean. If you see one, don't panic, slowly move out of their way, and don't turn your back to them. If you try to turn and frantically swim away, it will think you're a fish in distress and a good food source."

"Yeah, yeah, heard you the first time."

"Alright, I'll go first, then you can follow me," Dipper sat on the edge of the boat, and let himself fall backwards into the water. After he had swam out of the way, Pacifica sat on the edge and let herself roll in.

Letting herself get adjusted, she found herself look about the blue mass. Though her heart was beating rather quickly due to yesterday's experience, she began to swim about. It didn't take her long to find Dipper, floating nearby, keeping an eye on her. Slowly growing comfortable, she began to swim about, Dipper following alongside her, letting her explore a bit.

The blue mass began to look more and more comforting as she floated about. The ebb and flow of the ocean guided her along in her journey. Pacifica felt a small smile grow underneath her mouthpiece. There was something strangely relaxing about the whole thing, almost like an out of body experience, but the good kind.

Suddenly Dipper grabbed her arms and pulled her against him. Surprised, Pacifica turned to him, and he pointed out to the open ocean. Pacifica turned, and her heart stopped. Coming through the blue haze was the unmistakable silhouette of a shark.

All she wanted to do in that moment was get out of the water, but she remembered what Dipper had told her. Don't panic. Dipper slowly swam backwards, underneath the boat with Pacifica in his arms, then pulled something off his utility belt.

Pacifica turned her head to see what it was. Was he seriously recording this? That's all he was worried about in a moment like this? Turning back to the shark, that was now much closer, she suddenly understood, and her heart stopped again.

In an eerily graceful motion, the shark began to pass by them, or rather under them. Pacifica glanced down. The head was wide enough to be a dance floor! As the shark swam along, the dorsal fin passed by them. It was as tall as Dipper, and created a small current that gently tried to pull her into the open sea with it.

Pacifica's entire body shook with every pulse of her heart, as the rest of the shark floated on by. Finally, the enormous tail waved by, almost teasing at them with its final farewell. Back into the murky depths that it had emerged from it disappeared.

The minute the it was out of sight, Dipper and Pacifica raced to the surface and onto the boat.

Ripping her mask and goggles out, Pacifica let out a half-gasp-half-screech.

"Was…Was that…"

Lying next to her, Dipper began laughing hysterically.

"What's gotten into you?" Pacifica wondered.

"I can't believe this!" Dipper began playing back the footage on his camera. "Pacifica, we've got actual, video evidence of a live megaladon!"

"Really?" Pacifica asked.

Dipper let out another joyful chuckle as he collapsed against the deck in relief. "Do you realize that this is probably the first quality footage anyone has ever gotten of this creature that supposedly went extinct 10 thousand or more years ago?"

"Let me see that!" Pacifica yanked the camera out of Dipper's hands.

"Hey!" Dipper protested, but she succeeded in prying it away from him to review the footage herself. "Wow!" she sighed in amazement, letting out a small chuckled. "That's amazing."

Her entire body tingled in excitement.

"Hey, what's going on up here?" Stan asked as he stepped out onto the main deck.

"Grunkle Stan, look," Dipper snatched the camera away from Pacifica and showed it to his Grunkle. "We caught footage of a megaladon."

"What?" Ford all but jumped onto the deck. "Let me see."

Pacifica smiled proudly as the two older men ooed and awed over hers a Dipper's find. Surely now she had made up for her mistake and could be a full member of the team.

"Are you sure we can't go in?" Pacifica groaned as she lay bored on the couch.

"Yes, I'm sure," Dipper sighed as he drew a picture of the megaladon into a journal. "You're still too new to go onto a full out hunt."

"Ugh!" Pacifica groaned.

Dipper chuckled slightly to himself. "Y'know, I didn't expect you to be so eager to just jump right into paranormal hunting."

Pacifica turned to him confused. "Why not?"

"Well, I dunno," Dipper shrugged. "You've just never struck me as the adventuring type."

"Well…" Pacifica crossed her arms. "Maybe I've just never had the chance to go adventuring before. And maybe that I've gotten a taste of it, I want more."

"Well, I'm glad you like it, but let's take it slow."

"Why?"

"Well, the paranormal hunter life is kind of…well, it's just like a sport-"

"Sport?"

"Yeah, somethings you can just pick up, and somethings you have to work yourself up to."

"Oh, are you saying I can't handle certain parts of the business?"

"I'm saying there are somethings you can't handle _yet,_" Dipper explained.

"Well, I-"

"Look what we got!" Stan cheered as he and Ford raced into the living room.

"Did you find the megaladon?" Dipper asked.

"Oh, yeah!" Stan chuckled. "The sucker tried to eat us. So, I took the opportunity to collect some flesh samples!" Stan pulled out a bloody bag full of chunks of meat.

"Augh!" Pacifica squealed in horror. "Oh, that's disgusting!" She raced out of the room and into the bathroom to get sick.

"Case in point!" Dipper yelled after her.
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Pacifica forced herself not to gag as she scrubbed over the third of the eight megaladon teeth Stan had brought her. Using the end of a toothbrush the scrape off the remaining flesh, and scrubbing off the blood with the bristles, though she wasn't exactly enjoying the process, it was better than what the two Grunkles were doing: cutting off tiny bits of the meat, and draining out the blood for testing.

"And we're gonna cook in here?" Pacifica muttered to herself as she set the newly cleaned tooth aside and picked up another. Since there was no official lab on the Stan-o-War the kitchen was currently serving the needed purpose.

"Well, we're gonna Clorox it first," Stan answered. "What do you think we are, animals?"

Pacifica didn't answer but began to, unhappily scrub at another tooth. One of the chunks of meat flew off the base of the tooth and splattered on her cheek.

"Augh!" Pacifica dropped to tooth and brush into the cleaning tray and began to swat at her face, before realizing that the gloves she was wearing only smeared more gunk on her cheek. "O-o-oh! Gross!"

From the office, Dipper burst into laughter and rolled his chair back to see the sights. "Pacifica Northwest covered in shark guts, never thought I'd see that."

"Can it, Pines!" Pacifica shouted as she begrudgingly went back to work. "Or I'll clean off the rest of this with YOUR toothbrush."

"Go ahead. Won't be the first time he's used a bloody toothbrush," Stan snickered, to which he and Ford busted into laughter.

Dipper frowned as he rolled back to his desk. "That was one time, people! And it was only because you two knuckleheads got me drunk!"

"Drunk?" Pacifica asked. "Don't you have to be 21 to drink?"

"Not in Panama!" Stan exclaimed.

"Incredible!" Ford gasped from his microscope. "Stanley, look at this!"

"Um, okay," Stan placed his eye on the lens. "What am I looking at?"

"It's the shark's telomere, a cell that can be used to determine a creatures age by multiplying how much the telomere has deteriorated to the estimated-"

"English, please?" Stan crossed his arms, annoyed.

Ford frowned, adjusted his glasses, and continued. "Basically, this cell can tell us how old our shark friend is-"

"I wouldn't call someone who just tried to eat us 'friendly,' bro."

"That's beside the point! The point is, this shark we encountered is over 150 years old!"

"150?" Dipper called from the office, rolling back into view.

"Yes!" Ford exclaimed excited. "At first I thought it would be some sort of mega-growth hormone that would help the megaladon reach its impressive size. But it's not! You see, sharks never stop growing their whole lives, so it is possible that this is just a species of long-living sharks, whose long lives let them reach their massive size. Can you imagine if you could find the source of their long lives? How many diseases we might could cure, how many lives we could prolong, how much medical advancement-"

"Aw, great," Stan groaned. "He's on a nerd rant. Well, I'll be watching wrestling if you need me!"

Left alone with a gushing Ford, who seemed oblivious to everything but the findings in front of him, Pacifica turned back to her cleaning. She was on the last tooth when she heard Dipper question from the office, "Hey, what's that?"

Finishing her work, throwing away her gloves, and washing her face, Pacifica stepped into the office. "Hey, what's going on?"

Dipper was staring hard at his computer screen, clicking every so often at his mouse, a look of concentration and pondering on his face.

"Come look at this," he said, as he pulled Pacifica's chair from her desk over to his. Pacifica sat down in it, and turned her attention to the screen.

"What's going on?" she asked again.

"Okay, so I'm going over the footage from Stand and Ford dive, and I see something moving in the background, keep your eye on the upper right-hand corner."

Dipper pressed play. The footage of a megaladon zipping past played, causing Pacifica to jump, and momentarily forget about Dipper instructions.

"Okay, now something's about to come into view," Dipper said, pointing to the indicated area. From the depth came a shadowy figure that looked like a floating mass of rags.

"See it?"

"Yeah."

"Okay," Dipper began to fast forward. "It appears in two more shots. There," Dipper stopped fast forwarding. The camera danced around frantically as Ford, or Stan, or whoever was holding it tried to get away from the megaladon. "And…here!" Dipper paused it, and in the top of the frame were four shadowy, snake-like figures.

"And then it shows up…" Dipper fast forwarded again. "Here," Dipper paused it and there was what looked like a black head with several arm extending from it.

"Is that an octopus?" Pacifica asked.

"Uh-uh," Dipper shook his head as he played the three pieces of footage over again in slo-mo. "Too big."

"Giant squid?"

Dipper pointed to the circular mass in the middle of the limbs on the last shot. "The head's the wrong shape for a squid."

He scribbled something onto a piece of scratch paper, and chewed on the end of the pencil. "What the heck is that?"

Pacifica noticed a small bookcase under Dipper's desk, and one of the books was titled "Mysteries of the Deep."

"Mind if I look through some of your books?" she asked.

Dipper shrugged as he replayed the footage. "Help yourself."

Pacifica pulled out the book and began to flip through the pages. She finally stopped on one page and set the book down next to Dipper's laptop.

"Could it be this?"

Dipper looked down to see what Pacifica had found, and his eyes grew wide.

"Duh!" he face-palmed himself, then picked up the book and his laptop and raced out of the office.

"Grunkle Stan, Grunkle Ford, look at this!"

**IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII**

Pacifica grumbled to herself as she lay on the couch and the three men prepared to dive to go find the Kraken they'd accidently caught on film earlier. From the window, Dipper could see her moping about.

He sighed. He felt sorry for her, he truly did. At least while he had been with her during Stan and Ford's dive she'd had someone to talk to. Now she'd be by herself, which is not what she needed to be. Even if she didn't admit it, he could see how hard this adjustment was on her. She probably felt alone enough as it was without actually being alone.

Remembering one of his conversations with Mabel, he picked up an x-ray gun from the trunk of supplies and attached it to his belt.

"Hey, Grunkles, I'll be staying close to the bottom to look out for what the Kraken might eat and maybe wrestle up some food for ourselves."

"Hey, fresh sea-food!" Stan cheered. "Sounds good to me."

"Very well, Dipper, just stay close, incase we need you," Ford nodded as he strapped on his tank. Dipper smiled and finished getting ready as the wheels in his head were turning.

**IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII**

"Find the Kraken?" Pacifica asked as the Pines men returned to the ship.

"Not a scale of him!" Stan cried. "But, we did find dinner."

Dipper came up next carrying a net full of oysters. "Mind taking these to the kitchen for me?" he asked Pacifica.

She took the net rather nonchalantly, since it was full of sea varmint, but after having shark blood and flesh splattered on her, it seemed like a breeze.

"Aw, you only brought oysters? I was hoping for some crab legs or lobster tail!" Stan whined as he made his way below deck to shower.

Pacifica set the net in the sink and was making her way to the living room, when Dipper passed by her and caught her arm, dragging her back in.

"Ah, ah, ah."

"What?" Pacifica sighed, annoyed.

"Time for your next life-lesson. Cooking oyster stew."

"Really, Dipper?" Pacifica grumbled. "I'm exhausted, I'm not even that hungry, I've been up since dawn cleaning off grossness, and watching you three have all the fun, and…! And…" Pacifica sighed and jerked her arm away from Dipper. "Can't this…can't this just wait until tomorrow?"

Dipper set his hand back and her arm and began leading her to the kitchen. "The oysters won't be any good tomorrow. Besides, you'll like this."

Pacifica rolled her eyes. "What part of cracking open sea bug, gutting them and boiling alive sounds like something I'd enjoy. Especially after the shark…blood…incident…"

Dipper chuckled a bit as he guided her to the counter. "Just trust me on this, okay?"

Pacifica huffed and picked up one of the oysters. "Fine, but if one of these splatters on me I really WILL do something to your toothbrush."

Dipper shrugged. "Eh, that's fair. Let me help you."

Dipper stood behind Pacifica and helped her hold the oyster in one hand, and wedge the knife into the hinge of the oyster.

"I'm not enjoying this yet," Pacifica hissed through gritted teeth as the shell cracked.

"Just give it a minute," Dipper told her as the oyster popped open. Pacifica gagged at the gooey sight.

"So not enjoying this!"

"Hey, but look at that…" Dipper guided her hand with the knife to poke at a small pocket in the mess, and a tiny purple sphere popped out. Pacifica gasped.

"Is that-"

Dipper picked the gem out for her and held it at her eye-level to sea.

"A natural, purple, salt-water pearl."

Pacifica gasped as she snatched the pearl form him and examined it. "It's perfect! I wonder if there are any black pearls in these. Did you know that the Sea of Cortez, which is actually just the California Coast, produces the best black pearls?"

"I did not know that."

Dipper really did, but he let Pacifica have her fun.

"Ah!" Pacifica gasped as she opened another oyster. "Look! It's black!"

Dipper took some bowls down from the cabinets. "Here, let's put purple pearls in here, black pearls in here, and-"

"Oh! A yellow one!" Pacifica jumped up and down as she held up her new treasure. Dipper laughed.

"Yellow ones in here. And if we find any other colors we'll put them in the other pearls."

"Okay," Pacifica agreed eagerly as she set a second black pearl into the black bowl and moved onto another oyster. "Ooh! A green one! And-oh, this one has two. Ooh, this one's gray!"

By the time all the oysters had been shucked, they had found 39 gray, 21 purple, 18 yellow, 19 green, and 15 black pearls.

"Their so pretty!" Pacifica cheered as she looked of their bounty.

"Sure are," Dipper agreed as he began melting butter in a pan for the oyster stew, which was still the plan. Pacifica glanced over at him suspiciously, then crossed her arms and stepped right up to him so she could stare him square in the face.

"What?" Dipper asked innocently.

"Alright, how'd you do it?"

"I don't know what you're talking about," Dipper denied as he pulled out some celery and onions and began chopping them up.

"All of those oysters had at least one pearl in them-"

"Yeah, how 'bout that?"

"Dipper, there's no way that was just a coincidence."

Dipper shrugged. "We hunt the paranormal, anything's possible."

"Dipper…"

Hanging his head in defeat, Dipper caved. "Alright, I borrowed Grunkle Ford's x-ray gun to see which ones and pearls in them and took those."

"So that's why you didn't get a crab or lobster for Stan?"

"Don't tell him," Dipper begged.

Pacifica smiled. "I won't…thank you."

Dipper shrugged as he began to stir in some flour to the now melted butter.

"Don't mention it."

"No, I'm serious," Pacifica set a hand on his shoulder. "Thank you."

Dipper stopped his stirring for a minute, and turned to face her. "You're welcome."

Pacifica smiled, then turned and looked at the bowls of pearls. "Now what do we do with them?"

"If you'll put them in bags, I have an idea."

"What is it?"

"Can't tell you."

"Wha-But Dipper…" Pacifica put on her best pouty face.

Dipper grinned but shook his head. "Nope, it's a secret."

Pacifica sighed in defeat and set the pearls into different ziplock bags according to their color while Dipper fixed up the stew.

"So, you brought a bathing suit, right?" Dipper asked.

Pacifica raised an eyebrow, confused. "Yeah, why?"

"Because we have to go onto Mexico-"

"What about the Kraken?"

Dipper shrugged. "It wasn't on the University's search list so we can't spend anymore time on it. We've gotta stay on track."

"Well, that's stupid!" Pacifica huffed as she crossed her arms.

"Yeah, I agree, but it is what it is. Now…what was I saying?" Dipper scratched the back of his head with one hand and stirred the stew with the other.

"Bathing suit?"

"Oh, right, well when we get there it'll be too late to start a hunt, so we're just gonna have a day in the town and on the beach."

"Great! But-aw…"

"What?"

"I didn't bring anything to wear over it for when we go shopping or sightseeing or anything like that."

"Um, we'll be in the tourist section of town. I don't think that will be hard to fix."

"I haven't gotten any paycheck yet though because the University hasn't finished setting up my account, and I only have the cash I brought from home, which isn't Mexican."

Dipper shrugged. "I'll cover it."

"No, I can't ask you to do that," Pacifica shook her head.

"You didn't ask, I volunteered." Dipper said in an almost insulting way, like all that was missing was the "duh" at the end.

"Yeah, but, I don't want to be a moocher or anything like that."

"You're not," Dipper answered. "Your account hasn't been set up yet. That's a genuine reason to not have money."

"Yeah, but that doesn't mean I want to take yours."

"You're not taking it, I'm giving you a gift as a favor between friends/co-workers."

"But it's you're hard earned money you earned."

"Yeah, my money. Meaning I'll spend it on whatever or whoever I want."

"But-"

"Pacifica, either you let me buy you one with you, or I'll pick one out and buy it without you and you get what you get." Dipper turned off the stove and began carrying the pot to the table. "Honestly, it's like you're twelve-years-old arguing with Mabel over tacos all over again. Go round up the old timers, will you?"

Pacifica nodded and made her way below deck. She twirled her hair as she went. He didn't have to do all this. Why was he doing all this? Just being nice? Trying to make her feel better? Make this transition easier on her? Any of those reasons, though nice and very much appreciated, weren't really his problem. Why waste energy on something, and someone, who wasn't his concern. Just because?

Pacifica smiled as she made it below deck and knocked on Ford's door.

"Dinner's ready."

"Very well, be right up."

As she made her way to the other end of the hall, she pondered over the nights events and conversations. She couldn't remember the last time someone had done something for her "just because." Frankly, she didn't know if anyone ever had done her a "just because."

"Dinner's ready," she called as she knocked on Stan's door.

"Yeah, one sec."

Pacifica made her way back up to the dining room. Dipper had just finished setting the table and, at the sight of her, pulled out a chair for her.

"Such a gentleman," she joked as she set down.

"I do try, m'lady," Dipper bowed in false snootiness, then shot back up awkwardly. "That wasn't offensive, was it?"

Pacifica laughed. "No. It was funny."

"Okay, good," Dipper sighed as he sat down.

There he went again. Making her laugh "just because."

She liked this "just because" business. It was nice.
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	9. Chapter 9
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Chapter Nine:

Pacifica slowly opened her eyes and stretched her arms as she awoke from her sleep. The boat was doing it's typical fashion as she sat up. Looking down to the foot of her bed, she saw three folded pieces of cloth and a note. Confused, she picked up the note and it read:

"We made it to Mazaltan late last night, earlier than we thought. We're still taking a day off though. Ford and I made a quick Walmart run to stock up on supplies while you and Stan slept. I saw these and picked them up for you to wear over your swimsuit. I hope they fit and that you find one you like. (I wasn't sure which color you'd prefer.)

-Dipper"

Pacifica gasped as she looked back down at the pieces of cloth. One was pink, one orange, and the last blue. She picked up the pink one, and held it out. It was a sundress with a floral pattern in red around the neckline and hem. She held it to her chest and looked at herself in the mirror. The dress reached about to her knees. She set it down and picked up the orange. It was almost exactly like the pink just a simple piece of square cloth that came down in points and was held up at the shoulder by two think ribbons. The only differences between the two was, obviously, the color, and that the trim on the orange dress was of yellow birds instead of red flowers.

Setting down the orange, she picked up the blue. It was same as the first two, only blue with a black seashell pattern on the neck and edge. Smiling eagerly, she slipped out of her clothes and into her bathing suit, and red tankini with lace on the edge of the top. Deciding the orange went best with it, she put it on, brushed out her hair, put on her make-up and slipped into her flip-flops.

Racing to the main deck, she was surprised to find that no one was out there.

"Guys?" she asked, her heart sinking. They hadn't left her had they? "Guys?"

"Yeah, up here," Pacifica looked up to find Dipper waving from the sun deck. Sighing in relief, she raced up to meet them. She found Dipper and Ford lounging about on the patio furniture, sipping on glasses of lemonade, both wearing Hawaiian shirts and kaki shorts, though Ford still wore his trench coat.

"Ah, I see you found the dresses Dipper got for you," Ford said as he set his glass down on the table, and spun his finger in a downward circle. "Go on, give us a spin."

Blushing a bit, Pacifica twirled around one time to give them a good view.

"That color suits you," Ford nodded in approval as he picked his drink back up.

"Thank you," she said as she sat down on a patio chair next to Dipper, who was occupied with pouring her a glass of lemonade. Pacifica took him in as he worked. His shirt was sky blue with a pale, palm leaf pattern. Not too tacky like most Hawaiian shirts, and it somehow suited him.

"Where's Stan?" she asked as she took the glass from him.

"Still sleeping, the goober," Ford answered, taking another long gulp from his glass.

"So, what are we going to do today?" Pacifica bounced eagerly in her chair.

"Well, I figured we'd go on a jungle canopy tour and zip-line, check out the local market place, and watch the sunset on the beach," Ford answered.

"Zip-line?" Pacifica asked, stiffening a bit.

"Have you never zip-lined?" Dipper asked.

"…No…" Pacifica hung her head, embarrassed.

"Well, today is going to be an exciting day for you," Dipper smiled, taking a sip from his straw.

"Hm," Pacifica sipped on her drink. "I guess so."

"Where are my pants!?" Stan bellowed as he rushed onto the main deck in only his boxer. Pacifica squealed ducking and covering her eyes, accidently dropping her drink off of the sun deck onto Stan's head in the process.

"Ach! Burning cheese and sprinkles! Who's throwing refreshments!?"

"Stanley, clothe yourself, you idiot!"

**IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII**

"You guys, I really think I should go back," Pacifica quivered as she tried to balance herself on the tree branch she was standing on, staring out at the single rope she and the three Pines were expected to walk on to continue their canopy tour.

"C'mon, kid, you're harnessed in. You won't fall," Stan grumbled as he stepped out onto the rope, holding onto the tether that attached his harness to the safety rope above their heads.

"So?" Pacifica demanded to know as she felt her knees knocking together.

"Come on, Pacifica," Ford said as he followed after Stan. "You've come this far, it would be a shame to turn back now. Besides, the view is excellent."

"I just…are you sure it's secure?" Pacifica asked as Dipper stepped out onto the rope. "This is a third world country, after all."

"What's wrong?" Dipper asked as he turned around to look at her. "Are you scared of falling?"

Pacifica shifted uneasily, almost loosing her balance. She regained her bearings before answering. "Maybe. A little?"

"Well, here," Dipper held out a hand. "If you fall, I'll catch you."

"You? Catch me?" Pacifica arched an eyebrow in question.

"Hey, I'm stronger than I look," Dipper assured her as he reached out further for her hand. Still shaking from her nervousness, Pacifica took his hand. He held onto tightly, but somehow was still gentle as he guided her onto the rope. Clutching onto her tether and Dipper's hand she took one step shakily in front of the other. Keeping her eyes glued on him, she cautiously continued forward until Dipper, for some reason, stopped in the middle of the rope.

"Look down," he told her.

"What? Are you crazy!" Pacifica screeched. "Isn't that the LAST thing you're supposed to do when you're balancing on a rope?"

Dipper laughed a bit. "Just trust me."

Pacifica glared at him, but looked down. Below was a sparkling blue river plowing through a lush, green, forest. The sunlight reflected off the water and lit up the forest in brilliant green. A couple of red parrots soared below them, and over a splashing and bubbling waterfall. Alongside the river grew patches of brightly colored flowers that danced lazily in the breeze. Pacifica gasped at the sight.

"Beautiful," she sighed.

"Glad you came out now?" Dipper asked as he led her to the other side of the rope.

Pacifica could only nod as she kept her eyes glued on the sight. Sadly, though, they eventually reached the end of their rope and had to go onto the next part of their tour, climbing across a swinging rope until they reached a giant spider-web looking formation they had to climb up. Pacifica struggled a bit in her sundress (yeah, she probably should have though about that before but she…well…well…used to have servants for that…)

Somehow she managed to make it to the top though, where there awaited a platform and the climatic zip-line. Pacifica felt her stomach tighten up again as she watched Stan step up to the line first, and let his tether be harnessed to the zip-line and jumped off the platform.

"Bonzai!" he cheered as he disappeared into the green ocean. "This is awesome!"

"I'm next!" Ford jumped up and down like a little kid as he rushed to the zip-line.

He jumped off and slid through the canopy.

"You wanna go next, or me to?" Dipper asked after Ford made his cheery exit.

"You! I mean, ahem, me…or…I don't know," Pacifica shifted uneasily.

"Who next?" the man responsible for supervising the zip-line asked.

"We don't know, hand on a sec," Dipper answered before turning back to Pacifica. "So which do you want?"

"I don't know. I guess me…but I don't really want to!"

Dipper arched an eyebrow in confusion. "So you do, but you don't?"

"Hey, amigo, you and the pretty lady just go together," the supervisor.

"We can do that?" Dipper asked.

"Si."

Dipper turned to Pacifica and shrugged. "Well?"

"Sure," Pacifica shrugged. They walked over to the supervisor, who made them stand back to back hooked their harnesses together, then hooked their tethers up to the zip-line. Pacifica was in the back, and could see the jump off point, making her very nervous. That and the fact that, with Dipper being so much taller than her, he was basically carrying her (man, he really was stronger than her looked.)

"Ready?" Dipper asked.

"Um, maybe…no! No, I don't-"

Dipper jumped. Pacifica squealed in fear.

"DIPPER!"

They crashed through green canopy, and then soared over the sparkling waterfall they'd seen earlier. In a second, her fear disappeared as she got sucked up in the environment. She sighed at the beauty of the sight as she spread out her arms. She grinned. She felt like she was flying. She giggled then let out a cheer of joy.

"Whoo-hoo! I'm queen of the world!"

The mist of the waterfall splashed on her as they sailed by it. She closed her eyes and let herself relish in the moment of feeling totally and absolutely free!

The moment did not last long enough, though, and soon Ford and Stan were helping them to unhook her and Dipper.

"That was amazing!" Pacifica cried as she danced about happily. "Let's go again!"

"Sorry, sweetheart, we only paid for one round," Stan said.

"Besides," Dipper mumbled as he cleaned out his ear with his pinkie finger. "If I have to ride with you screaming again, I'll probably go deaf."

**IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII**

"Eh, amigo, four tacos, por favor," Stan called as he waltzed up to the taco stand in the marketplace.

"Is this clean enough for eating?" Pacifica whispered to Dipper as Stan placed in the order.

"Sure," Dipper shrugged. "We ate from one of these last time we were here."

Pacifica began to ask something else, when Stan shoved a steaming hot soft taco into her hand.

"There you go, kiddo. The best taco you'll ever eat!"

He took a big bite out of his, before something caught his eye. "Hey, is that tequila!"

Pacifica eyed the taco nervously. The street dogs and flies spinning about the marketplace made her question the sanitation of the place.

"It really is the best taco you'll eat," Dipper muffled through his full mouth of taco. When Pacifica still didn't eat, he chuckled and elbowed her in the arm. "C'mon, live a little every now and then."

Sighing in defeat, Pacifica took a bite, and nearly fell over. "This is delicious!"

"Told'ya," Dipper chuckled as he polished off his meal and threw away the napkin. "C'mon, let's see what they've got for sale."

Pacifica nodded. She loved shopping except…her account still wasn't set up so she still had no money. Oh, well. Looking would still be fun. As she stuffed the last of the taco into her mouth and wiped her hands off on the napkin, she noticed a dress stand.

"Ooh!" she squealed as she stepped inside. There were so many options! Sleeveless ones, spaghetti strapped ones, off the shoulder sleeves, one shoulder, long sleeve. Short, long, medium. Most had traditional, Mexican designs, and stripes, and such, but there was one that was just a plain black with a long skirt, sweetheart neckline, and capped sleeves. It looked like the typical, cheap options that were for the common people at the dress salons. Pacifica took it off the rack (which was really just chicken wire stretched over the back of the stand with the hangers stuck through the holes.)

Holding it up, she looked at herself in the long mirror propped on the cash register desk. The mirror was a bit dusty from all the dirt that was getting trekked in from the streets, but she could still see herself, and she looked pretty nice. Putting it back, she took a more traditional looking dress, then a one shoulder champagne one, a short grey one with long sleevs and pink stripes, a spaghetti stripe party dress with a striped skirt, and a sleeveless black dress with a white traditional design over the chest and stomach.

The lady behind the cash register began chatting at her in Spanish. Pacifica blushed.

"Um…no speakio Espanol…?"

"You want buy?" she asked.

"Oh," Pacifica hung her head. "No, no, just looking."

She put the dresses up and walked out. Brushing some dirt off her sundress, she trudged through the market. That was a bit embarrassing, did normal people always do this? As she passed through the plaza in the middle, she heard a familiar song play from a drink stand.

"Hey, I love this song!" She heard Stan cheer from the stand before he charged out straight towards her, a bottle of tequila in his hand. "C'mon, Pacifica, let's dance!"

Before she could protest, Stan scooped her up into his arms and began swinging her around.

"Spin you dance pal, in circles around, until the sun starts going down!" he sang as he swung her about.

A circle of people began forming around them, clapping to the beat and cheering out "Hey, hey, hey, hey!"

"Hey, bro, get in here!" Stan practically threw Pacifica aside before charging towards Ford, who ran off screaming. Thankfully, Pacifica landed into Dipper's arm.

"Oh, thanks, Dip-"

Dipper suddenly spun her around, and picked her up and began to dance with her.

"Dipper! Stop!" Pacifica whined. Dipper only laughed, and dipped her.

"You suck!" Pacifica huffed. Dipper laughed and set her on her feet.

**IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII**

Pacifica sighed as she spun around slowly as the ocean water splashed around her. The sun was slowly setting over the horizon, creating a relaxing environment. Sadly, however, the lowering of the sun caused the weather to cool and, shivering, she stepped out of the water, slipped on her sundress, and sprawled out on her towel. Watching the sky change from pink, to orange, to red, to purple, she let out a small yawn.

Still enjoying the splashing fight with his Grunkles, Dipper didn't notice that their comrade had left at first. After Stan accidently knocked Ford's glasses in the water, causing the two to get into a real fight, Dipper left the ocean, and noticed Pacifica lying on her towel. Stepping on of the water, he went over to check on her. He chuckled when he realized she had fallen asleep.

Sitting down his own towel next to her, he looked up at the changing sky himself. Glancing at Pacifica from the corner of his eye, he began to think about the blond girl. He hadn't expected her to keep up as well as she had. Though she'd been wary of a few things, she'd ended up rolling with all their shenanigans fairly well. Before to long, it would be as if she'd been a part of the team forever. She was a lot more of a good sport than he'd expected. And she was actually turning out to be a pretty tough cookie.

The sky growing dark, Ford and Stan began to call out "Dipper, Pacifica, time to go!"

Dipper scowled as he began to think. He didn't think Pacifica would be happy if he woke her up, especially after his last…well…accident waking her up. Finally making up his mind, he carefully slipped her towel out from under, stuffed it in his bag next to his own towel. Rubbing his hands together to brush off as much sand as possible, he scooped Pacifica (who was surprisingly light) into his arms, and carried her back to the boat behind his Grunkles.


End file.
